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59.   BITTER EXPERIENCES IN CALCUTTA
I have given some description of my tour in East Bengal.
There the people assembled in their thousands and yet they did
not tire me. In Calcutta, however, I am completely exhausted. For
one thing, I could not go to sleep till midnight and, for another, there
were loud shouts of victory. It is too much for me. I get exhausted
hearing them the whole day. My ears cannot endure them and,
as they mean nothing, I find them painful. I am quite clear in my
mind that this shouting does not help us. When people had no
spirit in them, when they were afraid even to express their views,
I suppose the shouting gave them some confidence in themselves.
This was my experience in Ghamparan. Hundreds of people used
to come and sit round me just in order to feel such confidence.
Although their love made me feel impatient, I bore with them.
Here, too, I get the same love. Shouts of victory are an indication of
unthinking adoration, which profits neither the people nor me.
I have here considered this shouting from my own point of
view. Touching of my feet in reverence is equally painful, I
sometimes get hurt. Sometimes I barely save myself from a fall.
I shiver in fear when setting out for meetings.
I see a danger in these shouts. Let us imagine that a crowd
of love-crazy people has been shouting; while they are engaged
in this, people hear nothing with their ears and see nothing with
their eyes. Let us imagine, further, that somebody starts trouble
and two or three men hit out with sticks. I see all this and I tell
them with gestures and words to stop fighting. But who will listen
to this frail reed-pipe? Meanwhile, let us imagine, the fighting
spreads, people take sides and there is bloodshed. All this can
happen without anybody wanting it. I believe this is what hap-
pened in Amritsar1. I do not believe that anybody had planned
to kill the innocent bank manager. But the people's blood was
boiling and some wicked persons took advantage of that situation.
I feel, therefore, that this non-violent struggle of ours has no
room for any shouts of victory, or, if at all, only for those uttered
1 In April 1919